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The snowy ox is kill'd,                                   30

The fane with pros'lyte lads and lasses fill'd,
You too may hope the same seraphic joy

Old Time cannot destroy,

Nor fulness cloy,

When, like these, you shall stamp by sympathies     35
Thousands of new-born loves with your chaste eyes.

PARIS'S SECOND JUDGMENT, UPON THE THREE

DAUGHTERS OF MY DEAR BROTHER

MR. R[OBERT] CAESAR

BEHOLD ! three sister-wonders, in whom met,

Distinct and chaste, the splendours counterfeit

Of Juno, Venus, and the warlike Maid,

Each in their three divinities array'd!

The majesty and state of heav'n's great queen,              5

And when she treats the gods, her noble mien;

The sweet victorious beauties and desires

O' th' sea-born princess, empress too of fires;

The sacred arts and glorious laurels torn

From the fair brow o' th' goddess father-born:             10

All these were quarter'd in each snowy coat,

With canton'd honours of their own to boot.

Paris, by fate new-wak'd from his dead cell,

Is charged to give his doom impossible.

He views in each the brav'ry of all Ide,                         15

Whilst one, as once three, doth his soul divide.

Then sighs, so equally they ?re glorious all,

"What pity the whole world is but one ball!"

PAINTURE

A  PANEGYRIC   TO   THE   BEST   PICTURE   OF   FRIENDSHIP,
MR.  PETER  LELY

IF Pliny, Lord High Treasurer of all
Nature's exchequer shuffled in this our ball,
Painture, her richer rival, did admire,
And cri'd she wrought with more almighty fire,
That judg'd the unnumbered issue of her scroll,
Infinite and various as her mother soul,